we were going through fairly thick forest we felt better, and
the big boulders with which the country was dotted looked
comforting. But a barbed-wire fence between the track
and the forest was a depressing sight. We imagined our-
selves tearing our clothes to pieces in a frantic effort to get
into the woods.

This was the first time the food problem had presented
itself to me. There was no restaurant car on the train. The
Finnish word for a restaurant is mvintola, and the word
had for me an Italian sound, conjuring up visions of blue
skies and hot sun, cypresses and tables under huge um-
brellas. Nothing could have been further from reality.
The station ravintolas were just station buffets, always
packed to bursting point with troops, and with a handful
of overworked girls doing their best to cope with an
impossible situation behind the bar. Fortunately, on this
trip I had had the foresight to buy a large garlic sausage in
Viipuri, and this keptjme sustained and aromatic until we
arrived in Helsinki.
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